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and, with a rug wrapped round me, and sword and pistol under
my head, I lay and thought long and deeply upon my line of
action on the morrow.

The position was not altogether a pleasant one, and caused
me to cogitate much upon the nature of fear, and to wish that
timidity or nervousness could be excised by a surgical opera-
tion fronj. the characters of those who did not desire these
emotions. I have found through life that, although one can
always force one's body to do the right thing at the right time,
yet that to eliminate nervousness from the mind is a much more
difficult matter. An old Swedish story came into my head as
I lay there thinking upon the curious inequalities of disposition
which we call cowardice.

When Charles Gustavus, King of Sweden, was besieging
Prague, a peasant of most extraordinary and portentous visage
demanded admission to the royal service, offering, by way of
qualification, to devour a whole hog in His Majesty's presence.
The celebrated old General Konigsmarck was Standing by the
King at the time, and he, although a soldier of proved courage,
was rather superstitious. Regarding, therefore, this astound-
ing offer of the peasant as something " uncanny/' he remarked
to the King that the man was probably a sorcerer, and should
be burnt,

" Sire ! " said the peasant, highly incensed at such uncalled-
for interference, " if Your Majesty will make that old man take
off Ms sword and his spurs, I will eat Mm immediately, before I
: c^mmeiice dn -the hog."                                                       '

This terrible threat, combined as it was with a preternatural
expansion of the hideous peasant's jaws, had such an effect on
the old General that he forthwith fled, never stopping until he
reached his own quarters, where he continued shut up in a
melancholy and desponding frame of mind, brought on by
, disgust at himself for having given way to panic. It is the
tinknown and the mysterious which produce the mental tumult
ifhich we call fear. Omne ignotum pro magnifico.

During the early part of the night the sounds of rough chant-
ing, accompanied monotonously by a drum, reached us from the
chiefs house; but soon all was silent, and the village seemed
, J wrapped in slumber, save a guard of two or three Lushais, who